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"Passage-way" is only a relative term, for the pre-
cipitous and perilous places up which it led would
have been difficult to accept as possible had I not
seen them for myself.
On many occasions these tapir-trails were our
salvation. In fact, whenever Bill and I were in
doubt as to the easiest way to reach a point or scale
a hill, we began looking for a tapir-trail, for it had
been our experience that we could often better trust
to the animals' judgment than to our own. They
would fool us sometimes, however, and lead us
serenely right to a precipice-edge down which they
had apparently flitted airily. Then there was
nothing for us to do except retrace our steps in
search of a safer route. It is almost unbelievable
that these heavy four-legged animals can scale the
perpendicular places they do.
Sometimes at dawn from the cuchillo tops we
would hear a sudden outbreak of yelping and howl-
ing of wolves down below us. It would last for a
short while only and cease as suddenly as it began,
(Cuchillo tops are fine vantage-points from which
to watch game, for most wild animals never look
upwards.) This howling is usually an indication
of the wolves' morning rabbit attack. Rabbits
abound in the more sheltered spots of the
Llanganatis. Four or five of the wolves surround
a swamp where the rabbits come out to feed after
dawn. As if at a sudden command, when they have
reached their vantage-point, the wolves attack from